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AMERICAN  VILLAGE,  &>c. 


THERE  yonder  ftream  divides  the  fertile  plain, 


V  V  Made  fertile  by  the  labours  of  the  fwain  ; 
And  hills  and  woods  high  tow’ring  o’er  the  reft, 
Behold  a  village  with  fair  plenty  bieft  : 

Each  year  tall  harvefts  crown  the  happy  field ; 


'  Each  year  the  meads  their  [tores  of 


yield 


And  ev’ry  joy  and  evfty  bills  is  there, 

And  healthful  labour  crowns  the  flowing  year. 

w  * 

/ 

Though  Goldfmitb  weeps  in  melancholy  (trains, 
Deferted  i\.ubu!n  and  forfaken  plains, 

And  mourns  his  village  with  a  patriot  figh, 

And  in  that  village  fees  Britannia  die : 

Yet  fliall  this  land  with  rifing  pomp  divine, 

In  it’s  own  fplendor  and  Britannia’s  fhine. 

O  mufe,  forget  to  paint  her  ancient  woes, 

Her  Indian  battles,  or  her  Gallic  foes ; 

Refume  the  pleafures  of  the  rural  fcene, 

Defcribe  the  village  rifing  on  the  green, 

It’s  harmlefs  people,  born  to  fmall  command, 

Loft  in  the  bofom  of  this  we  Item  land  : 
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So  (hall  my  verfe  run  gentle  as  the  floods, 

So  anfwer  all  ye  hills,  and  echo  all  ye  woods  *, 

So  glide  ye  dreams  in  hollow  channels  pent, 

Forever  wafting,  yet  not  ever  fpenjt. 

Ye  cluft’ring  boughs  by  hoary  thickets  bore  ! 

Ye  fields  high  waving  with  eternal  corn  ! 

Ye  woodland  nymphs  the  tender  tale  rehearfe, 

The  fabled  authors  of  immortal  verfe  : 

Ye  Dryads  fair,  attend  the  fcene  1  love, 

And  Heav’n  (hall  centre  in  yon’  blooming  grove. 
What  tho’  thy  woods,  America,  contain 
The  howling  foreft,  and  the  tiger’s  den, 

The  dang’ rolls  Serpent,  and  the  bead  of  prey. 

Men  are  more  fierce,  more  terrible  than  tney. 

No  monfter  with  it’s  vile  contagious  breath, 

No  flying  fcorpion  darting  inftant  death  •, 

Mg  pois’nous  adder,  burning  to  enrage, 

Has  ha<f  the  venom  or  has  naif  the  ttige. 
what  tho-  tho  Turk  ptotete  to  heaVn  hit  ire. 

With  lift  up  hand  amidft  his  realms  Oi  fire  , 

And  Ruffia’s  Emprefs  fends  her  fleets  afar. 

To  aid  the  havcck  of  the  burning  war  :  ^ 

Their  rage  difmays  not,  and  their  arms  in  vain. 

In  dreadful  fury  bathe  with  blood  the  plain ; 

Their  terrors  harmlefs,  tho’  their  ftory  ear  , 

How  this  one  conquer’d,  or  was  nobly  ipar  d  : ^ 
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Vain  is  their  rage,  to  us  their  anger  vain, 

The  deep  Atlantic  raves  and  roars  between. 

To  yonder  village  then  will  I  defeend, 

There  fpend  my  days,  and  there  my  evenings  fpend ; 
Sweet  haunt  of  peace  whofe  mud’  wall’d  fides  delight, 
The  rural  mind  beyond  the  city  bright: 

Their  tops  with  hazles  or  with  alders  wove, 
Remurmur  magic  to  the  neighb’ring  grove  ; 

And  each  one  lab’ring  in  his  own  employ, 

Comes  weary  home  at  night,  but  comes  with  joy : 

The  foil  which  lay  for  many  thoufand  years 
O’er  run  by  woods,  by  thickets  and  by  bears  ; 

Now  reft  of  trees,  admits  the  chearful  light, 

And  leaves  long  profpe£t$  to  the  piercing  fight; 
Where  once  the  lynx  nodurnal  Tallies  made, 

And  the  tall  chefhut  cafl  a  dreadful  fhade  : 

No  more  the  panther  ftalks  his  bloody  rounds, 

Nor  bird  of  night  her  hateful  note  refounds; 

Nor  howling  wolves  roar  to  the  rifing  moon, 

As  pale  arofe  fhe  o’er  yon  eaftern  down. 

Some  prune  their  trees,  a  larger  load  to  bear 
Of  fruits  neftarine  blooming  once  a  year: 

See  groaning  waggons  to  the  village  come 
Fill’d  with  the  apple,  apricot  or  plumb  ; 

And  heavy  beams  fufpended  from  a  tree. 

To  prefs  their  juice  againft  the  winter’s  day  : 

Or 


•  • 


Or  fee  the  plough  torn  through  the  new  made  field, 
Ordain’d  a  harveft,  yet  unknown  to  yield. 

The  rifing  barn  whofe  fpacious  floor  receives 
The  welcome  thoufands  of  the  wheaten  {heaves, 

And  fpreads  it’s  arms  to  take  the  plenteous  {lore, 
Sufficient  for  its  mafter  and  the  poor  : 

For  as  Eumoeus  us’d  his  beggar  gueft 
The  great  Ulyflcs  in  his  tatters  dreft : 

So  here  fair  Charity  puts  forth  her  hand, 

And  pours  her  bleflings  o’er  the  greatful  land  ; 

No  needy  wretch  the  rage  of  winter  fears. 

Secure  he  fits  and  fpends  his  aged  years, 

With  thankful  heart  to  gen’rous  fouls  and  kind. 
That  fave  him  from  the  winter  and  the  wind. 

A  lovely  ifland  once  adorn’d  the  fea, 

Between  New-Albion  and  the  Mexic’  Bay  ; 

Whofe  fandy  fides  waffi’d  by  the  ocean  wave, 
Scarce  heard  a  murmur  but  what  the  ocean  gave : 
Small  it’s  circumference,  or  high  it’s  coaft, 

But  fhady  woods  the  happy  ifle  could  boaft  j 
On  ev’ry  fide  new  profpedls  catch’d  the  eye. 

There  rofe  blue  mountains  to  the  arched  Iky  : 
Here  thunder’d  ocean  in  conclufive  throws. 

And  dalh’d  the  ifland  as  it’s  waters  rofe  : 

Yet  peaceful  all  within,  no  tumults  there. 

But  fearlefs  lleps  of  the  unhunted  hare  5 
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And  nightly  chauntings  of  the  fearlefs  dove. 

Or  blackbird’s  note,  the  harbinger  of  love. 

So  peaceful  was  this  haunt  that  nature  gave. 

Slid  as  the  ftars,  and  filent  as  the  grave  ; 

No  loud  applaufe  there  rais’d  the  patriot  bread. 

No  fhouting  armies  their  mad  joy  corned. 

For  battles  gain’d,  or  trophies  nobly  won. 

Or  nations  conquer’d  near  the  riling  fun  ^ 

4 

No  clain’rous  crews,  or  wild  nofiurnal  cheer. 

Or  murd’rous  ruffians,  for  no  men  were  here. 

On  it’s  ead  end  a  grove  of  oak  was  feen. 

And  fhrubby  hazels  fill’d  the  fpace  between  ^ 

Dry  alders  too,  and  afpin  leaves  that  ihook 
With  ev’ry  wind,  confpir’d  to  fhade  a  brook, 

W hofe  gentle  dream  jud  bubbling  from  the  ground. 
Was  quickly  in  the  falter  ocean  drown’d  , 

Beyond  whofe  fount,  the  center  of  the  ifle. 

Wild  plumb  trees  flourifn’d  on  the  lhaded  foil. 

In  the  dark  bofom  of  this  facred  wood, 

Had  fate  but  fmil’d,  feme  village  might  have  flood 
Secluded  from  the  world,  and  all  it’s  own, 

Cf  other  lands  unknowing,  and  unknown. 

Here  might  the  hunter  have  dedroy’d  his  prey, 
Transfix’d  the  goat  before  the  dawn  of  day  , 


s  welcome  load, 
:h  by-way  road : 


Throwr 
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Thrown  down  his  burthen  with  the  needlcfs  figh, 

And  gladly  feafted  his  fnull  family. 

Small  fields  had  then  fuffic’d,  and  grateful  they, 

The  annual  labours  of  his  hands  to  pay  ; 

And  free  his  right  to  l'earch  the  briny  flood 
For  fifh,  or  flay  the  creatures  of  the  wood. 

I  # 

Thus  fpent  his  days  in  labour’s  pleafant  pain, 

Had  liv’d  and  dy’d  the  homely  fhepherd  fwain  : 

Had  feen  his  children  and  his  children’s  heirs, 

The  fruit  of  love  and  memory  of  years 
To  agriculture’s  firlt  fair  lervice  bent, 

The  work  of  mortals,  and  their  great  intent. 

So  had  the  Sire  his  davs  of  plealure  known, 

And  wifh’d  to  change  no  country  for  his  own  : 

So  had  he  with  his  fair  endearing  wife, 

PaiVd  the  flow  circle  of  a  harmlefs  lie  •, 

With  happy  ignorance  divinely  bleft, 

The  path,  the  centre  and  the  home  of  reft, 

Long  might  the  fun  have  run  his  bright  career. 

And  long  the  moon  her  mantled  viiage  rear-. 

And  long  the  ftars  their  nightly  vigils  kept. 

And  fpheres  harmonious  either  fung  or  wept : 

He  had  not  dream’d  of  worlds  befideshis  own. 

And  thought  them. only  ftars,  beyond  the  moon  ; 

Enjoy’d 


“ 
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Enjoy’d  himfelf,  nor  hear’d  of  future  hell, 

Or  heav’n,  the  recompence  of  doing  well ; 

Had  fcarccly  thought  of  an  eternal  ftate. 

And  lefe  his  being  in  the  hands  of  fate. — 

O  had  this  ifle  fuch  fouls  fublime  contain’d, 

And  there  for  ages  future  Tons  remain’d: 

But  envious  time  tonfpiring  with  the  lea, 

Walk'd  all  it’s  landfcapes,  and  it’s  groves  away. 

It’s  trees  declining,  ftretch’d  upon  the  fand, 

No  more  their  fhadows  throw  acrofs  the  land. 

It’s  vines  no  more  their  cluft’ring  beauty  fhow, 

Nor  fturdy  oaks  embrace  the  mountain’s  brow. 

Bare  lands  alone  now  overwhelm  the  coaft, 

Lott  in  it’s  grandeur,  and  it’s  beauty  lolt. 

*  -+ 

Thus,  the/  my  fav’rite  ifle  to  ruin  gone, 

Infpires  my  forrovv,  and  demands  my  moan ; 

Yet  this  wide  land  it's  place  can  well  fupply 
With  landfcapes,  hills  and  grafly  mountains  high, 

O  Hudson  !  thy  fair  flood  fliall  be  my  theme, 

Thy  winding  river,  or  thy  glaflTy  dream; 

On  whofe  tall  banks  tremendous  rocks  I  fpy, 

Dread  nature  in  primaeval  majefty. 

Rocks,  to  whofe  fummits  clouds  eternal  cling. 

Or  cluft’ring  birds  in  their  wild  wood  notes  fing. 

Hills, 

/  *  y 
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Hills,  from  whofe  fldcs  the  mountain  echo  roars. 
Rebounding  dreadful  from  the  diftant  Ihorcs  ^ 

Or  vallics,  where  refrcfhing  breezes  blow. 

And  ruitic  huts  in  fair  confufion  grow. 

Safe  from  the  winds,  fecurM  by  mountains  high. 
That  leem  to  hide  the  concave  of  the  fky ; 

To  whole  top  oft5  the  curious  hind  afeends. 

And  wonders  where  the  arch’d  horizon  bends  ^ 
Pleas’d  with  the  diftant  profpeflts  riling  new. 

And  hills  o’er  hills,  a  never  ending  view. 
Through  various  paths  with  haft y  ftep  hefeours. 
And  breathes  the  odours  of  lurrounding  flow’rs. 
Caught  from  their  bofoms  by  the  fragrant  breath. 
Of  weftern  breezes,  or  the  gale  of  death.  * 

Then  low  defeending,  fecks  the  humble  dome, 
And  centres  all  his  plcafures  in  his  home, 

’Till  day  returning,  brings  the  welcome  toil. 

To  clear  the  foreft,  or  to  tame  the  foiU 
To  burn  the  woods,  or  catch  the  tim’rous  deer. 
To  fcour  the  thicker,  or  contrive  the  fnare. 


Such  was  the  life  our  great  fore-fathers  led. 

The  golden  fcafon  now  from  Britain  fled. 

E’er  fincc  dread  commerce  ftrctch’d  the  nimble  fail. 

And  fent  her  wealth  with  ev’ry  foreign  gale. — - 

Strange 

-  •  ' 

*  South  wind. 
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Strange  fate,  but  yet  to  ev'ry  country  known. 

To  love  all  other  riches  but  it’s  own. 

Thus  fell  the  miftrefs  of  the  conquer’d  earth. 

Great  Rome,  who  ow’d  to  Romulus  her  birth. 

Fell  to  the  monitor  Luxury,  a  prey. 

Who  forc’d  a  hundred  nations  to  obey. 

She  whom  nor  mighty  Carthage  could  withftand. 
Nor  ftrong  Judea’s  once  thrice  holy  land: 

She  ail  the  weft,  and  Britain  could  fubdue. 

While  vift’ry  with  the  Roman  eagles  flew; 

She,  flic  herfelf  eternal  years  deny’d. 

Like  Rome  fhe  conquer’d,  but  by  Rome  Ihe  dy’d  : 
But  if  America,  by  this  decay. 

The  world  itfelf  muft  fall  as  well  as  Ihe. 

No  other  regions  latent  yet  remain. 

This  fpacious  globe  has  been  refearch’d  in  vain. 
Round  it’s  whole  circle  oft’  have  navies  gone. 

And  found  but  fea  or  lands  already  known. 

When  fhe  has  feen  her  empires,  cities,-  kings. 

Time  muft  begin  to  flap  his  weary  wings  •, 

The  earth  itfelf  to  brighter  days  afpire. 

And  wifh  to  feel  the  purifying  fire. 

f 

Nor  think  this  mighty  land  of  old  contain’d 

The  plund’ring  wretch,  or  man  of  bloody  mind : 

Renowned 

D 


[  10  ] 

Renowned  Sachems  once  their  empires  rais’d 
On  wholefome  laws*,  and facrifices  blaz’d. 

The  gen’rous  foul  infpir’d  the  honeft  bread:, 

And  to  be  free,  was  doubly  to  be  bleft: 

’Pill  the  eaft  winds  did  here  Columbus  blow, 

And  wond’rng  nations  faw  his  canvas  flow. 

5  rill  here  Cabot  defcended  on  the  ftrand, 

And  hail’d  the  beauties  of  the  unknown  land  ; 

And  rav’nous  nations  with  induftrious  toil, 

Confpir’d  to  rob  them  of  their  native  foil: 

Then  bloodv  wars,  and  death  and  rage  arofe, 

And  ev’ry  tribe  rcfolv’d  to  be  our  foes. 

Full  many  a  feat  of  them  I  could  rehearfe, 

And  adlions  worthy  of  immortal  verfe: 

Deeds  ever  glorious  to  the  Indian  name, 

And  fit  to  rival  Greek  or  Roman  fame. 

But  one  fad  (lory  fhail  my  Mufe  relate. 

Full  of  paternal  love,  and  full  of  fate; 

Which  when  ev’n  yet  the  northern  fliepherd  hears, 

It  fwells  his  bread:,  and  bathes  his  face  in  tears. 
Prompts  the  deep  groan,  and  lifts  the  heaving  figh. 
Or  brings  foft  torrents  from  the  female  eye. 

Far  in  the  arctic  (kies,  where  Hudson’s  Bay 

Rolls  it’s  cold  wave,  and  combats  with  the  fea, 

A  dreary 


[ 
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A  dreary  region  lifts  it’s  difmal  head. 

True  filter  to  the  regions  of  the  dead. 

Mere  thund’ring  ftorms  continue  half  the  year 
Or  deep-laid  fnows  their  joyiefs  vifage  rear :  ’ 
xr  tern  a  1  rocks,  from  whofe  prodigious  flcep 
1  he  angry  tiger  ftuns  the  neighb’ring  deep ) 

T,Ue  th,r°"Zh  t!’e  wild  wood,  or  the  fhrouded  plain 
The  moofe  deer  fecks  his  food,  but  often  fecks  fn  vain 
-u  In  th»  land,  froze  by  inclement  Ikies, 
ihe  Indian  huts  in  wild  fucceffion  rife; 

And  daily  hunting,  when  the  fhort-liv’d  fprincr 
Shoots  joyous  forth,  th’ induftrious  people  brio- 
i  heir  beaver  fpoils  beneath  another  Iky 
Tort  Nelson,  and  each  British  faflory: 

In  Bender  boats  from  diltant  lands  they  fail 
Their  fmall  mails  bending  to  the  inland  gale, 

On  traffic  fent  to  gain  the  little  ftore, 

Which  keeps  them  plenteous,  tho’  it  keeps  them  poor. 

i  lither  Caffr  aro  in  his  flighty  boat,  * 

One  haplefs  fpring  his  furry  riches  brought- 
And  with  him  came,  for  fail’d  he  not  alone, 

His  ccnfort  Colma,  and  his  little  fon. 

While  yet  from  land  o’er  the  deep  wave  he  plough’d. 
And  tow’rds  the  fliore  with  manly  prowefs  row’d. 

His  barque  unfaithful  to  it’s  trufted  freight. 

Sprung  the  large  leak,  the  meffenger  of  fate- 

But 
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But  no  lament  or  female  cry  was  heard. 

Each  for  their  fate  mod  manfully  prepar  d. 

From  bubbling  waves  to  fend  the  parting  rea 
To  lands  of  fhadows,  and  the  lhade  of  death. 

o  FATE !  unworthy  fuch  a  tender  train, 

O  day,  lamented  by  the  Indian  (wtia  \ 

Full  oft’  of  it  the  ftripplmg  youth  ftall  hea  , 

'  And  fadly  mourn  their  fortune  with  a  teat . 

The  Indian  maids  full  oft’  the  tale  attend. 

Ind  ium  their  Colma  *3  they’d  mourn  a  fnrnd. 

Mow  while  in  waves  the  barque  demerg’d,  they  drive, 
Dead  with  dcfpair,  tho’  nature  yet  ahve 
Forth  from  the  fhorc  a  fnenaly  brother 
In  one  fatal  boat,  to  fare  the  drowning .crew.. 

He  came,  but  in  his  V  fd  t0  fate. 

Could  lave  but  two,™! ”  ^wif(, 

O  lave  our  (on,  and  twllnt  the  doe, 

Let  me  the  lenten.  ofmy  , 

And  to  thy  care  my  death. 

He  figh’d,  nor  anfwer  d  but  h  ; 

Refolv’d  to  favc  her  with  his  lat  And 
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And  as  fufpended  by  the  barques  low  flue. 
He  rais’d  the  infant  from  the  chilling  tide. 
And  plac’d  it  fare  ;  he  forc’d  his  Colma  too 
To  fave  herfelf,  what  more  could  mortal  do  ? 
But  nobly  fanning  life,  fne  rais’d  her  head 
From  the  fiulh’d  wave,  and  thus  divinely  faid 


Of  life  regardlefs,  I  to  fate  refign, 

But  thou,  Caffraro,  art  forever  mine. 

O  let  thy  arms  no  future  bride  embrace, 

Remember  Colma,  and  her  beauteous  face. 

Which  won  thee  youthful  in  thy  gayeft  price. 

With  captives,  trophies,  vi&ors  at  thy  fide; 

Now  I  {hall  quick  to  blooming  regions  fly, 

A  fpring  eternal,  and  anightlcls  Iky, 

Far  to  the  weft,  where  radiant  Sol  defeends, 

And  wonders  where  the  arch’d  horizon  ends : 

There  fhall  my  *oul  thy  lov  d  luea  keep. 

And  ’till  thy  image  comes,  unceafing  weep. 

There,  tho’  the  tiger  is  but  all  a  (hade, 

And  mighty  panthers,  but  the  name  they  had; 

And  proudeft  hills,  and  lofty  mountains  there, 

Light  as  the  wind,  and  yielding  as  the  air; 

Yet  {hall  our  fouls  their  ancient  feelings  have, 

More  ftrong,  more  noble  tnan  this  fide  the 

&  There; 
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There  lovely  blofifoms  blow  throughout  the  year, 
And  airy  harvefts  rife  without  our  care  : 

And  all  our  fires  and  mighty  anccftors, 

Renowned  for  battles  and  fuccefsfui  wars, 

Behold  their  fans  in  fair  fucceffion  rife, 

And  hail  them  happy  tofeiener  (kies. 

There  fhall  I  fee  thee  too,  and  fee  with  joy 
Thy  future  charge,  my  much  lov’d  Indian  boy: 
The  thoughtlefs  infant,  whom  with  tears  I  lee. 
Once  fought  my  bread,  or  hung  upon  my  knee; 
Tell  him,  ah  tell  him,  when  in  manly  years. 

His  dauntlefs  mind,  nor  death  nor  danger  fears. 
Tell  him,  ah  tell  him,  how  thy  Colma  dy’d, 

His  funded  mother,  and  thy  youthful  bride: 

Point  to  my  tomb  thro’  yonder  furzy  glade. 

And  (how  where  thou  thy  much  lov  d  ?wOlma  laid. 
G  may  I  foon  thy  bled  refemblance  fee. 

And  my  fweet  infant  all  reviv'd  in  thee. 

’Till  then  I’ll  haunt  the  bow’r  or  lonely  fiiade, 

Or  airy  hills  for  contemplation  made. 

And  think  I  fee  thee  in  each  gh  >diy  fhoal. 

And  think  I  clafp  thee  to  my  weary  foul. 

Oft,  oft  thy  form  to  my  expefling  eye. 

Shall  come  in  dreams  with  gentle  majefty ; 

Then  fhall  I  joy  to  find  my  blifs  began 
To  love  an  angel,  whom  I  lov  d  a  man ! 


She 


She  fait!,  and  downward  in  the  hoary  deep 
Plung’d  her  fair  form  to  everlalting  fleep; 

Her  parting  foul  it’s  lateft  ftruggle  gave,  ’ 

And  her  laft  breath  came  bubbling  thro’  the  wave 

.Then  fad  Caffraro  all  his  grief  declares, 

And  (wells  the  torrent  of  the  gulph  with  tears’; 

And  fenfelefs  ftupid  to  the  Ihore  is  borne 
^n  death-like  {lumbers,  ’till  the  riling  morn, 

Then  forrowing,  to  the  fea  his  courie  he  bent 
.cull  lad,  but  knew  not  for  what  caufe  he  went, 
'.Till,  fight  diftrdfing,  from  the  lonely  ftrand. 

He  faw  dead  Colma  wafting  to  the  land. 

T  hen  in  a  uupid  agony  of  pray’r. 

He  rent  his  mantle,  and  he  tore  his  hair; 

Sigh’d  to  the  ftars,  and  {Look  his  honour’d  head. 
And  only  wifh’d  a  place  among  the  dead  i 
O  had  the  winds  been  fenfible  of  grief. 

Or  whifp’ring  angels  come  to  his  relief; 

I  hen  had  the  rocks  not  echo’d  to  his  pain, 

Tor  hollow  mountains  anfwer’d  him  again  : 

Then  had  the  floods  their  peaceful  courfcs  kept. 

Nor  the  fad  pine  in  all  it’s  murmurs  wept; 

T’or  penfive  deer  ftray’d  through  the  lonely  grove, 
Nor  fadly  wept  the  fympathifing  dove.- _ 


Thus 


Thus  far’d  the  fire  through  his  long  days  of  pass, 
Or  with  his  offspring  rov’d  the  filent  plain  ; 

’Till  years  approaching,  bow’d  Isis  facred  head 
Deep  in  the  dull,  and  fent  him  to  the  dead : 

Where  now  perhaps  in  lb  me  ftrange  fancy'd  land. 
He  wrafps  the  airy  bow,  and  flies  acrofs  the  flraad  ; 
Or  with  his  Colma  feares  the  fragrant  grove. 

It’s  vernal  bieflings,  and  the  bills  of  love. 
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Farewell  lamented  pair,  and  wlhatefer  ftat 
Now  clais  you  round,  and  finks  you  deep  in  tat 
Whether  the  iirey  kingdom  of  the  iun, 

Or  the  llow  wave  of  filent  Acheron, 

Or  Chriftian’s  heaven,  or  planetary  fphere, 

Or  the  third  region  of  the  cloudlefs  air  *, 

Or  if  return’d  to  dread  nihility. 

You  11  ftdl  be  happy,  for  you  will  not  be. 
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Now  faireft  village  of  the  fertile  plain. 

Made  fertile  by  the  labours  of  the  iwain  •, 

Who  fir  ft  my  drowfy  fpirit  did  infpire. 

To  fing  of  woods,  and  ftrike  the  rural  lyre : 

"Who  lalt  fhou’d  fee  He  wand’ring  from  thy  cel  s, 
And  groves  of  oak  where  contemplation  dwells. 
Wou’d  fate  but  raile  me  o’er  the  fmaller  cares, 

Of  Life  unwelcome  and  diftrefsful  years. 

Pedantic 
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Pedantic  labours  and  a  hateful  eafe, 

Which  fcarce  the  hoary  wrinkled  fage  cou'd  pleafe. 
Hence  fprings  each  grief,  each  long  refledtive  figh, 
And  not  one  comfort  left  but  poetry. 

Long,  long  ago  with  her  I  could  have  ftray’d. 

To  woods,  to  thickets  or  the  mountain  fhade ; 
Unfit  for  cities  and  the  noify  throng. 

The  drunken  revel  and  the  midnight  fong  •, 

The  gilded  beau  and  fcenes  of  empty  joy. 

Which  pleafe  a  moment  and  forever  die. 

Here  then  fiiall  center  ev’ry  wilh,  and  all 
The  tempting  beauties  of  this  fpacious  bah  : 

No  thought  ambitious,  and  no  bold  defign. 

But  heaven  born  contemplation  fhall  be  mine. 

In  yonder  village  fhall  my  fancy  ftray. 

Nor  rove  beyond  the  confines  of  to-day  ; 

The  aged  volumes  of  feme  plain  divine, 

In  broken  order  round  my  hut  fhou’d  feme  ; 
Whofe  folemn  lines  Ihould  {often  all  my  cares. 

And  found  devotion  to  th’  eternal  ftars: 

And  if  one  fin  my  rigid  breaft  did  l  am. 

Thou  poetry  Ihou’dft  be  the  darling  in  s 

Which  heav’n  without  repentance  might  forgive, 

And  which  an  angel  might  commit  an  ■ 

And  where  yon’  wave  of  Went  water  falls, 
o-er  the  fmonth  rock  or  Adamantine  walls . 
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The  fummrr  morns  and  vernal  eves  fhould  fee, 
Milton,  immortal  bard  my  company  •, 

Or  Shakespeare,  Dkyden,  each  high  founding name. 
The  pride  of  Britain,  and  one  half  her  fame  : 

Or  him  who  wak’d  the  fairy  mule  of  old, 

•And  pleasing  tales  of  lands  inchantcd  told. 

Sail  in  my  hand,  he  his  loft  verfe  fliou’d  find 
His  verfe,  the  picture  of  the  poets  mind  : 

Or  heav’n'y  Pope,  who  now  harmonious  mourns, 

“  Like  the  rapt  feraph  that  adores  and  burns.” 

Then  in  fharp  fatire,  witli  a  giant’s  might, 

Forbids  the  -blockhead  and  the  fool  to  write  : 

And  in  the  centre  of  the  bards  be  ftiown 
The  deathlefs  lines  of  godlike  Addison  ; 

Who,  bard  thrice  glorious,  all  delightful  flows. 

And  wrapt  the  foul  of  poetry  in  profe. 

Now  ceafe,  O  mufe,  thy  tender  tale  to  chaunt. 

The  finding  village,  or  the  rural  haunt; 

New  feenes  invite  me,  and  no  more  I  rove. 

To  tell  of  fhepherds,  or  the  vernal  grove. 
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Each  tells  his  tale,  or  chaunts  a  fong 
Of  her  for  whom  he  figh’d  fo  long; 

Of  Clara  fair,  or  Flora  coy, 

Difdaining  flill  her  fhepherd  boy, 

While  near  the  hoary  headed  fage, 

Recalls  the  days  of  youthful  age, 

Defcribes  his  courfe  of  manly  years, 

His  journey  thro’  this  vale  of  tears; 

How  champion  he  with  champions  met. 

And  fiercely  they  did  combat  it, 

9Till  envious  night  in  ebon  chair, 

Urg  ’d  fafter  on  her  chariotteer. 

And  robb’d  him,  O  for  fhame,  of  glory 
And  feats  fit  for  renown  in  ftory. — 

Thus  fpent  in  tales  the  ev’ning  hour. 

And  quaffing  juice  of  fober  pow’r. 

Which  handfome  Kate  with  malt  did  fteep, 
To  lead  on  balmy  vifag’d  fieep, 

While  her  neat  hand  the  milk  pail  {trains, 

A  fav’ry  fupper  for  the  fwains. 

And  now  the  moon  exalted  high. 

Gives  luftre  to  the  earth  and  fky. 

And  from  the  mighty  ocean  ’s  giafs, 

Refledts  the  beauty  of  her  face : 

About  her  orb  you  may  behold, 

Athoufand  ftars  of  burnifh’d  gold, 


A* 


Which 


r  2 1  i 

Which  (lowly  to  the  weft  retire. 
And  lofe  awhile  their  glitt’ring  fire. 


O  could  I  here  find  my  abode. 

And  live  within  this  fancy’d  wood, 

With  thee  the  weeks  and  years  to  pafs, 

My  pretty  rural  fhepherdefs; 

With  thee  the  cooling  fpring  to  fip, 

Or  live  upon  thy  damafk  lip: 

Then  facred  groves,  and  fliades  divine, 

And  all  Arcadia  fhould  be  mine. 

Steep  rne,  deep  me  fome  poppies  deep 
In  beechen  bowl,  to  bring  on  deep*. 

Love  hath  my  mind  in  (hackles  kept. 

Thrice  the  cock  crew,  nor  once  I  flept. 

O  gentle  deep,  wrap  me  in  dreams. 

Of  fields  and  woods,  and  running  dreams;, 

Of  rivers  wide,  and  cadles  rare. 

And  be  my  lovely  Flora  there : 

A  larger  draught,  a  larger  bowl 

To  gratify  my  drowfy  foul; 

cc  A  larger  draught  is  yet  in  (lore, 

Perhaps  with  this  you  wake  no  more. 

Then  I  my  lovely  maid  (hall  fee  thee 
Drinking  the  deep  dreams  of  Lethe, 

Where 
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Where  now  dame  Arethusa  fcatters 
Her  foft  it  ream  with  Alpheus’  waters. 
To  forget  her  earthly  cares. 

Loft  in  Lethe,  loft  in  years! 

And  I  too  will  quaff  the  water. 

Left  it  ihould  be  faid,  O  daughter 
Of  my  giddy,  war.d’ring  brarn, 

1  figh’d  for  one  I’ve  never  l'een. 


THE 

MISERABLE  LIFE 

OF  A 

PEDAGOGUE,. 

TO  form  the  manners  of  our  youth. 

To  guide  them  in  the  way  of  truth, 

To  lead  them  through  the  jarring  fchools, 

Arts,  fciences,  and  grammar  rules  ; 

Is  certainly  an  arduous  work. 

Enough  to  tire  out  Jew  or  Turk  j 
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And  make  a  chriftian  bite  his  nails, 

For  do  his  bed,  lie  furely  fails  •, 

And  fpite  of  all  that  fome  may  fay, 

His  praile  is  trifling  as  his  pay. 

For  my  part  I,  tho*  vers’d  in  booking* 

Still  fav’d  my  carcafe  from  fuch  cooking 
And  always  flyly  fhunn’d  a  trade. 

Too  trifling  as  I  thought  and  faid; 

But  at  a  certain  crazy  feafon, 

When  men  have  neither  fenfe  or  reafon 
By  fome  confounded  mifad venture, 

1  found  myfelf  juft  in  it’s  centre. 

Odd’s  fifh  and  blood,  and  noun  and  neuter^ 
And  tenf  s  prefent,  paft  and  future  $ 

I  utter’d  with  a  wicked  figh. 

Where  are  my  b  ams,  or  where  am  I  ? 

The  dullcft  creature  of  the  wood, 

Knows  how  to  fiiun  the  diftant  flood  ; 

Whales,  dolphins,  and  a  hundred  more. 

Are  not  the  fools  to  run  alhore. 

/ 

Well,  now  contented  I  mu  ft  be3 
Forc’d  by  the  dame  Neceffitv, 

Who  like  the  tribunal  of  Spain, 

Let’s  you  fpeak  once,  but.  not  again  \ 
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Andfwsfc  to  execute  the  blow, 

Ne’er  cells  you  why  or  whence  it’s  fo. 


Mow  I  am  afk’d  a  thou  (and  qucftions, 

Of  Alexanders  and  Ephestions  •, 

With  fly  defign  to  know  if  I 
Am  vers’d  in  Grecian  hiftorv  ; 

And  then  again  my  time  deftroy. 

With  auk  ward  grace  to  tell  of  Troy  : 

From  that  huge  giant  Polyphemus, 

Quite  down  to  Romulus  and  Remus. 

Then  I’m  oblig’d  to  give  them  le&ures. 

On  quadrants,  circles,  fquares  and  lectors  ; 

Or  in  my  wretched  mem  ry  bear. 

What  weip-hs  a  cubic  inch  Cl  air. 

o 

<■'-  here’s  my  fon,  I  beg  you  d  mind, 

The  graces  have  been  very  kind, 

And  on  him  all  their  bluings  feed, 
f  Except  a  genius  and  a  head  ]  -  • 

Teach  him  the  dodtrine  of  the  fphere,  1 
The  Aiding  circle  and  the  fquare,  ^ 

And  Harry  worlds,  I  know  not  where: 

And  let  him  quickly  learn  to  lay, 

ThoL  learned  words  Penna,  Pennte  •, 

.  .  '  Which 


_ 


[  *6  ] 

And  Saturn  (low  ’gainft  fwift  Mercurius, 
Was  meditating  battles  furious  ; 

Or  comets  with  their  blazing  train, 
Decreed  their  life,  a  life  of  pain. 
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Upon  a  very  ancient  DUTCH  H  O  U  S  E  on 

LONG-ISLAND. 

EHOLD  this  antique  dome  by  envious  time. 
Grown  crazy,  and  in  ev’ry  part  decay’d  ; 

Full  well,  alas,  it  claims  my  humble  rhyme. 

For  fuch  lone  haunts  and  contemplation  made. 

Ah  fee  the  hearth,  where  once  the  chearful  fire' 

Blaz’d  high,  and  warm’d  the  winter  trav’lers  toes  s 
And  fee  the  walls,  which  once  did  high  afpire, 

Admit  the  ltorms,  and  ev’ry  wind  that  blows. 

In  yonder  corner,  now  to  ruin  gone, 

The  ancient  houfewife’s  curtain’d  bed  appear’d, 

Where  fhc  and  her  man  John  did  deep  alone. 

Nor  nightly  robber,  nor  the  fcrecch  owl  fear’d. 

There 
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There  did  they  fnore  full  oft’  the  whole  night  out 
Smoking  the  fable  pipe,  ’till  that  did  fall, 

Reft  from  their  jaw*  by  Somnus’  fleepy  rout, 

And  on  their  faces  pour’d  it*  fcorched  gall. 


And  in  the  compafs  of  yon’  fmalier  gang, 

The  fwain  Batavian  once  hiscourtfhip  made, 

To  fome  Dutch  lafs,  as  thick  as  fhe  was  long’; 
Come  then,  my  angel,  come,  the  fhepherd  faid, 

V 

“  And  let  us  for  the  bridal  bed  prepare ; 

For  you  alone  fhall  eafe  my  future  life. 

And  you  alone  flrall  foften  all  my  care. 

My  ftrong,  my  hearty,  and  induftrious  wife.” 

Thus  they — but  eating  ruin  now  hath  fpread 
Its  wings  deftructive  o’er  the  antique  dome; 

The  mighty  fabrick  now  is  all  a  fhed, 

Scarce  fit  to  be  the  wand’ring  beggar’s  home. 


And  none  but  me  it’s  piteou*  fate  lament. 
None,  none  but  me  o’er  it’s  fad  allies  mourn. 
Sent  by  the  fates,  and  by  Apollo  fent. 

To  fhed  their  lateft  tears  upon  it’s  filent  urn. 
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ERRATA.- 

Page  2,  Line  5,  for  bore,  read  borne. 

2,  17,  for  enrage,  read  engage. 

4,  1 3,  dele  the.  i.~ 

4*  19?  for  or,  read  nor. 

23,  for  conclufive,  read  convulfive, 
so,  for  ciafs,  read  clafps. 

21,  for  he,  read  me. 
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